APRIL

The men who play with boats in Kensington
Gardens are instructed by their wives to put on
old flannel trousers. One of them, you will notice,
wears his ancient British warm. All carry bamboo
poles to prod their ships out of difficult situations
or to pull them to land in a heartless calm. When
the yachts are launched these middle-aged men
stride sternly to the other side of the pond to reclaim
them, walking swiftly with a loving eye on the
waters where the white sails move.

c Ridiculous ! * says the woman.

You sit there feeling horribly out of it, wishing
an old ex-colonel would ask you if you'd like to
play. . . .

A dog walks past on good behaviour behind his
master. He pauses, his forehead wrinkled in
thought. What a singularly luscious duck ! He
looks at his master and at the duck. One sudden
spring. . . . Why is that fat, foolish duck sailing
about there anyway if not to be caught, or at least
startled ? You can see his mind working. A
whistle ! Off he trots with one lingering wistful
glance. How irksome duty can be.

The duck, unaware that the obedience in the heart
of a dog has saved him considerable agitation,
performs the most ridiculous act in nature. He
directs his beak end downwards in the direction of
grubs, leaving exposed to the sky a fluffy, triangular
stern. Two orange-coloured legs move humor-
ously below water, maintaining balance. For some
seconds he remains in this comic position ; then,
like a cork suddenly released from beneath water,
up he pops. No trace of triumph on his face, no
hint of lusciousness achieved : just a plain, smug
duck.
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